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barely parted his eyelashes and turned over on his side with a slight
grunt.

Basil took a pace backwards, switched out the light, let his dressing-
gown fall from his shoulders and got into the bed.

If Jean-Noel still maintained the attitude of sleep, it could be no
more than pretence. The sound of his breathing had altered, had lost
the slow, even rhythm. Pemrose could hear the boy's heart beating.

And yet Jean-Noel had not started up in horror, as Pemrose had so
greatly feared.

Pern passed his hands over the deliberately motionless body that
manifested neither disgust nor desire, but seemed simply bent on silence
and submission.

" I will teach him every pleasure," Pemrose thought.

It was an enormous joy to him that Jean-Noel had not refused him.
"I'm still acceptable at my age to a quite young man," And so, at last,
what he had wished for, waited fors longed for since Ines's ball with
such violence that it was an agony, was coming to pass, "How much
time I've wasted! How stupid I've been! Perhaps even from the very
first day at the Abbey... But no, I regret nothing. It'has all been
marvellous. Perhaps the most wonderful love of my life.'*

And then, suddenly, Pemrose realized that he was incapable of taking
advantage of the boy's submission. At first he thought it was merely a
temporary weakness due to his overwhelming exaltation, and he forced
himself to be calm. But the minutes passed and nothing happened.
" What must the boy be thinking, what must he be thinking?" Pemrose
wondered with growing anxiety and shame. "He attracts me, he
attracts me more perhaps than anyone ever has before. Well then?
Have I become so old that I can't manifest desire unless it's recipro-
cated?'5

He sought help from old memories, distant images, but all in vain,
"Beside him, should I need these things? And what of him? This is
his first time, and perhaps he only consented so as not to hurt me. Who
knows, this may disgust him for ever? I may be spoiling his whole life.
What's happening to me is horrible, horrible!" He calculated. Months
had passed since the "last time," without its having crossed his mind
even that it was the last time. During his life Pern had often had long
periods of chastity without his suffering from them or their causing him
anxiety. But now, here was this boy beside him and the night was
drawing on.

Jean-NoeTs breathing resumed its deep, tranquil rhythm. The boy
had gone to sleep again.

Pemrose thought of occasions when he had spoken jocularly "of the
happy age of impotence." He was compelled to admit that that age
had now come upon him.

"And now I shall have to live without it."
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